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THE BALLAD OF MYRA GRAY 


nis is the story of Myra Gray, 
A happened at Newmarket, so they say, 
On one very particular rainy day 
When they ran the Cesarewitch Stakes. 


Myra’s record was thoroughly known 

They thought she’d be left at the post, all alone; 
So he let her in light, by all of two stone. 

That’s what he thought of her chances. 


The talent looked at her royal breed 

And all admitted she’d plenty of speed, 

But stay the Cesarewitch? ‘“No! No! indeed.” 
That’s what they thought of her chances. 


The bookies were never a moment afraid 
And priced her fifty to one. 

‘‘A nice old lady,’’ the punters said, but never 
a one was on. 


That’s all they thought of her chances. 


The crowd looked in as they passed her stall, 
All thought her old and some thought her small, 


No one paid any attention at all. 
That’s all they knew of her chances. 


But the Studgroom murmured ‘‘Never fear!!’’ 

As he rubbed her withers and pulled her ear, 
‘We'll show them a thing or two, my dear.”’ 

That’s what he thought of her chances. 


As she circled the paddock, the owner’s wife 
Winked at the trainer as large as life. 

He quietly whispered ‘The race of her life.’’ 
That's what he thought of her chances. 


Her prentice jockey swung to his seat 
In his colours of claret and mauve. 

He knew she’d be devilish hard to beat, 
And he had his own bit on her chances. 


Fifty to one she led the parade, 
Ambassador's daughter, this canny old maid, 
Doing her best to look terribly staid, 

Tho’ she thought very well of her chances. 


‘Fifty to one simply makes me grin, 
I'll show them something when I come in, 
In fact, [might as well make it a win. 
That’s what I think of my chances.”’ 


In Tats, the Trainer slipped up to the rail. 
‘What price Myra?’’ he said with a smile. 
‘‘T’ll lay you a monkey to ten, my boy.” 
“‘T’m on!’’ said the Trainer, but hid his joy. 
That’s what he thought of her chances. 


On the way to the post and behind the Dyke 
The horses had now disappeared from sight. 
The owner wondered if she’d come through 
As he silently pondered her chances. 


‘They're off!’’ came the murmur, and past the gap 
Wesee them led by a light mauve cap, 

Setting the pace from the drop of the flag 

Myra was running ahead likea stag. 

She was making the most of her chances. 


The crowd scarcely breathed till they saw them come 
Round by the Dyke and set sail for home, 

Myra still showing her heels in the lead 

Up to the Bushes with plenty of speed. 

Now! what do you think of her chances? 


The favorites challenge but Myra stays 

And past the stand she is going away, 

She never was headed the whole of the way. 
That's what she did with her chances. 
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The watches timed her at three forty-five 
Two miles and a quarter as sure as you live. 
She’s broken the record!! Oh, man alive!! 
Why didn’t we bet on her chances? 


And now when you hear the wise ones talk 
They I] tell you that Myra won ina walk, 
Which is perfectly true. My!! how they do talk, 
But few of them bet on her chances. 


So this is the moral of my little lay, 

As shown by the story of Myra Gray. 
When bred in the purple and bred to stay, 
You can't overlook their chances. 


Dedicated to Reddy 
of White's Club 


THE SONG OF THE SALMON RIVER 


HE Murmuring river sings a song, 
Sings as it runs to the sea 

A song that is ever changing, 

A song that is joyous and free. 


A song of many voices, 
A song that never ends, 
It whispers on the beaches, 
It chatters round the bends. 


It laughs as it runs the rapids, 

It croons as it curls the pools, 

It slumbers in the reaches 
Where the salmon lie in schools. 


It sings of mist on the mountains, 
Of forest and rain-drops too, 

It sings of springs and streamlets 
And meadows wet with dew. 


It sings of dawn and sunrise 

Of noondays of golden light, 

It sings of dusk and the gloaming, 
The moon and the starlit night. 


It bows as it greets the salmon, 
The River’s Silvery King, 

It sneers as it spies the sheldrake, 
The poacher on sibilant wing. 


The trout and the grilse are its playmates, 
Darting and flashing in glee, 

It smiles as it watches their antics, 

And sings as it runs to the sea. 


The thirsty deer, as he pauses 

To drink of its cooling stream, 
Harks to the voice of its ripples 
Drowned by the kingfisher’s scream. 


List to the voice of the river, 
Singing for you and for me, 
A voice that is always calling, 


Sings as it slips to the sea. 


On the Restigouche, 
July—1923 
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THE BOAST OF THE SALMON FLY 


HE rod has cast me to and fro 

O’er many a pleasant water, 
And many a salmon overbold 
Has fallen to my slaughter. 


The jungle-cock and pheasant 
Have lent me of their feather, 
That I might lure the salmon up 
In dark or sunny weather. 


The rod might thrash, the line might fly, 


The reel might sing and chatter, 
But without me they could not catch 
A salmon that would matter. 


Iam the lure, Iam the fly, 

Iam a sportive fellow, 

My heart is light, my coat is gay 
With hues of blue and yellow. 


My days are short, 

Not many moons will pass before I die, 
But life, it isa merry dance, 

Because I am the fly. 
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TO DAVE FRAZER 
THE TOWMAN OF THE RESTIGOUCHE 


As mighty men there be. 
He’s six foot two, in his stockings blue 


| 
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AVE FRAZER is a Mighty man, 
And stands like a staunch pine tree. 
) 


Dave Frazer sits upon his horse 

Like a fighting man of yore, 

He fights no knights in armor bright, 
But conquers on the shore. 


His good bay mare, she has no care 
For rocks or shallows or floats, 
She plods her way the livelong day 
Steadily towing the boats. 


Mile by mile she treads the brink 
Willing and steady and true. 

F Once in a while she stops for a drink, 
But then to her work anew. 


a And Davie rides her through shoal and ford, 
“ Sitting her like a king, 
i His back as flat as a hemlock board, 
And shoulders as broad as a wing. 


And loves his life so free, : 
Ay “He laughs and sings from morn until night, 
: oS OA jolly good towman is he. 


On the Restigouche, 
July—1923 


TO TOM DWYER 
OF THE DEVIL’S HALF ACRE 


N all the long river 
There’s no finer pool 
Than the Devil’s Half Acre, 
So deep and so cool. 


Within its deep waters 

The Salmon are leaping, 
Whilst Tom from his station 
His vigil is keeping. 


Guardeen of the river, 

He watches its flowing, 
And welcomes the strangers 
Acoming and going. 


His cabin so cosy 

Is spotless and clean. 
His cooking is tasty 
His welcome not mean. 


We ll drink to Tom Dwyer, 
A jolly good fellow, 

Now tip your glass higher, 
Or you ll never be mellow. 


THE BATTLE OF HEISER’S HILL 


ALL and cool and collected, 

At the Battle of Heiser’s Hill, 
He stood at the bloody corner, 
Our Hero—Helair Bill. 


The battle was lost and over, 

Routed, we turned to run, 

But every road was blockaded 

With the tangle of transport and gun. 


Like a log jam on the river, 
The motors choked the stream; 
Cadillac—Packard and flivver 
Head-on—crosswise—abeam!! 


Someone had blundered badly— 
Chaos reigned supreme, 

And the chorus of shrieking sirens 
Rose in a strident scream. 


Into this maelstrom of panic 

Stepped with a conquering stride ff 
William—of song and story, 

William—our country’s pride. 


He stood at the bloody crossroads, 

Tall and commanding and grand a 
Beckoning his cohorts around him 

Taking the battle in hand. 


Hither and thither he sent them 
Dashing through downpouring rain, 
Then with a gesture of order 

He quietly unraveled the skein. 


The jam was swiftly broken, 

The motors began to move, 

And the cursing chauffeurs chattered 
As they called on the Gods above. 


Swifter and swifter the motors 
Climbed up the rising grade; 
At the corner saluting our hero 
Like a Marshal at Parade. 


Long shall we sing the story, 
The Battle of Heiser’s Hill, 
And how our battered army 
Was saved by Hero Bill. 


The Maryland Hunt Cup, 
1927 \ 
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